2O                              SALAMMB6.
" The Gods patronise you, for you are about to become rich. When will the marriage be ?"
"What marriage ?" asked Matho.
" Thine ; for with us," says the Gaul, " when a woman offers to drink with a warrior she proffers him her couch."
No sooner had Spendius interpreted this speech, than Narr' Havas sprang forward, pulling from his belt a javelin, poised his right foot on the edge of a table, and hurled the weapon at Matho. The javelin whirred between the cups, and passed through the Libyan's arm, nailing it firmly to the table, with such momentum as to cause the shaft to vibrate swiftly in the air. Matho quickly jerked it out; but as he was without weapons, in his rage he lifted up in his arms the heavily laden table, and pitched it against Narr' Havas. In the midst of the crowd that rushed between the two infuriated men, Numidians and the soldiers pressed so closely that they could not draw their swords. Matho moved forward, dealing heavy blows with his head. Finally, when ho lifted his face to look about, Narr' Havas had disappeared, and Salammbo had also fled. Turning his eyes towards the palace, he noticed that the red door at the top quartered with a black cross was just closing: at once he darted off in that direction. He could be seen running between the prows of the galleys, hidden and reappearing successively the length of the three stairways till he at last reached the red door; this he fruitlessly threw himself against with all his weight. Panting, breathless, ho leaned against the wall to keep from falling.
A man had followed him, and as he crossed the